A        MEETING        WITH         DE  S'T  I   N   Y

Ivy was Barber's wife. The office clerk had never
seen her. From little things Barber had told him
he concluded that it would take very much more
than a sergeant's pension to console her for her loss.

Outside in the farmyard, the Regimental Don R.,
waiting to take the Casualty Return along with others
to Divisional Headquarters, five miles back at Vimy,
and anxious to get there in time for a meal with his
pals at D.H.Q., played a brief tune on his horn as
a gentle reminder of his existence.

The office clerk took a new Casualty Return and
sat down to fill it in ready for the Adjutant's signature.
In the various coluifcns he inscribed the dead man's
name, his rank, his official number. When he came
to the last column, devoted to " Nature of Casualty,"
he wrote more slowly and carefully in his best copper-
plate handwriting:

" Killed in Action.'1

Three cold, bare, official words. Laid with a tomb-
stone finality on the name of Sergeant Barber. Three
words that summed up officially the meeting between
one man and his destiny.

And this is how they met.

The Battery Column, consisting of twelve 25~pounders,
with tractors and ammunition trailers, quickened into
fifteen miles an hour as it sped down the slight dip
in the dusty pav6 road leading to the village of Dain-
ville. It was five in the afternoon, and the sun was
as hot and brazen as at midday. The battery was in
a hurry. They were going into action immediately,
in positions a couple of miles the other side of the
village. And, for the first time, they were going into
action under fire. At the head of the column rode the
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